His Childhood and Youth
We may learn something of the manners of the Irish
aristocracy of this time from an account of Parnell's great-
aunt, Mrs* Sophia Evans, given by Miss Frances Power Cobbe.1
Mrs. Evans, who was sister to the first Lord Congleton and
44 old Tom Parnell " and William Parnell, the grandfather
of Parnell, had the habits of her generation and the oddity
of her family* On the shore below her deer-park, under
lofty black cliffs, were several very imposing caverns* " In
the largest of these, which is lighted from above by a
shaft, Mrs* Evans on one occasion gave a great luncheon
party, at which I was present* The company were all in
high spirits and thoroughly enjoying the pigeon pies and
champagne, when someone observed that the tide might soon
be rising* Mrs* Evans replied that it was all right, there was
plenty of time, and the festival proceeded for another half-
hour, when somebody rose and strolled to the mouth
of the cavern and soon uttered a cry of alarm* The tide
had risen and was already beating at a formidable depth
against both sides of the rocks which shut in the cave* A
night spent in the further recesses of that damp hole, even
supposing the tide did not reach the end (which was very
doubtful), afforded anything but a cheerful prospect. Could
anyone get up through the shaft to the upper cliff ? Certainly,
if they had a long ladder* But there were no ladders lying
about the cavej and, finally, everybody stood mournfully
watching the rising waters at the mouth of their prison*
Mrs* Evans all this time appeared singularly calm, and
administered a little encouragement to some of the fainting
ladies* When the panic was at its climax, Mrs* Evans's own
large boat was seen quietly rounding the projecting rocks,
and was soon comfortably pushed up to the feet of the
imprisoned party, who had nothing to do but to embark in
two or three detachments and be safely landed in the bay
1 Life of Frances Power Cobbe, by herself, vol* i,, p* 184,
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